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By the Author of “NICK CARTER. ” 


CHAPTER I. 


A ROW WITH A STARTLING SEQUEL. ’ 


“Tain’t fair, Jack V ’ 

“Huh!” 

“I see you don’t care anything about 
my opinion. ” 

“Not a rap!” 

“You’re treading on dangerous ground, 
Jack.” 

“Pugh!” 

“I tell you this sort of course will get 
you into trouble. ” 

“Nonsense!” 

“Look out, I tell you if somebody else 
doesn’t get after you with a sharp stick, I 
will.” 


“You don’t dare to, Bert.” 
“We’ll see about daring 
by. ’ ’ 


by and 


“Better see about it now and have 
done with it J 


“I had, eh?” 
“So it seems to 


e. You’re taking 


up a lot of business time with your com¬ 
plaints. ” 

“Business time? That’s a fine word !” 

“Well, what else would you call it?” 

“It’s nothing short of swindling and 
you know it!” 

“You don’t answer. You don’t even 
make a retort at what ought to be 
an offensive remark. Well then, Har¬ 
dy-” 

“It strikes me that.if you talk about 
swindling, it’s something like the pot 
calling the kettle black, isn't it?'’ 

“I’ll admit it; and I was just going 
to tell you that you’ve disproved a famous 
old proverb.” 

“Have I?” 

“Yes.” 

“What is it?” 

“They say, ‘there’s honor among 
thieves. ’ ” 

“You call me a thief, then, do you?” 

“I do, a most contemptible-” 

This entertaining conversation which 
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took place in the private office of Hardy 
& Gardner, commission merchants, 
Fourth Street, Cincinnati, was inter¬ 
rupted at this point. 

Henry Warren, junior partner in the 
concern and Frank Beck, the chief clerk, 
who were listening intently at the door, 
that led into the main office, heard a 
great rumpus succeed the sound of angry 
voices. 

It was as if each man had picked up a 
chair to hammer the other. 

Then it seemed as if they had clinched 
and were doing their best to wipe up the 
floor with each other. 

The noise of jumping and tumbling 
about was mingled with hoarse groans 
and cries of rage. 

Beck glanced at the junior partner 
with an expression of alarm. 

Warren smiled grimly. 

“I don't know,” he said, laying his 
hand upon the door knob, “but what 
we’d better interfere.” i 

“They’ll kill each other if we don’t,” 
said Beck. 

“Oh! no, I don’t think it will come 
to that, but they might break the furni¬ 
ture and the windows.” 

“They’ll hurt each other pretty badly 
if they’re not separated,” remarked Beck. 

“Well I guess we’d better interfere. 
You take charge of Gardner and I'll 
manage Hardy. Come on !” 

Mr. Warren threw open the door and 
both men rushed in. 

Just as they did so the two men, who 
had clinched, fell to the floor with a ter¬ 
rific crash. f 

There they rolled over two or three 
times knocking down chairs and raising 
a hubbub that might have been heard a; 
block away if it had not been for the ! 
noise of passing wagons in the street. 

They kept their arms clinched, and 
after a second or two it appeared that; 
Hardy, the senior partner, was on top. i 


“Hi there! Break away, boys!” ex- 
! claimed Warren with a laugh. 

I “Come, Jack, you've got the best of 
him and that’s enough” 

With this he caught his partner by the 
shoulders and pulled him up violently. 

“Let me alone!” exclaimed Hardy fu¬ 
riously. 

“I’d like to break the scoundrel’s 
- head!” 

“You don’t want to do anything of the 
kind, Jack!” retorted his partner push¬ 
ing him into a corner of the room and 
making him sit down. 

“You know well enough that Albert 
< Gardner is the last man that you want to 
have a row with.” 

“But he called me a thief!” 

“Well, well! what if he called you a 
thousand thieves, that doesn’t prove any¬ 
thing, does it?” 

“I shouldn’t be half a man if L didn’t 
resent it. ” i . 11! I L| 


“Ay! old man—and you've resented 
it, haven't you? Talk about half a man, 
why you’ve done asi well as two men and 
I’m glad of it, but now you want to cooi 
down. ” 

Hc’s well enough to say cool down! 

If you had been in my place-” 

“I hope I would have done just as you 
have; then you would come and tell me 
just as I’m telling you that he’s only a 
foul-mouthed nobody who doesn t deserve 
any serious attention.” 

Meantime Frank leek had picked up 
Mr. Albert Gardner, the other fighter, 
and was having his own little difficulties 


in preventing that gentleman from con¬ 
tinuing the scrimmage. 

“That’s right, that’s right!” ex¬ 
claimed Gardner, excitedly. “Come and 
join your employer in pitching into me. 

“Get two or three against me and of 
course you can lick me!” 

“Confound it! Bert,” exlaimed Beck, 


“I don’t want to lick you, I only want 
to save you from a licking.” 
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m 

“Save me? Pugh! I can do him up 
in one round. ” 

“That’s all right. But you didn’t 
seem to be doing him up when I came 
in.” 

“I didn't, hey? I tripped on a chair, 
that’s why. Let me get at him !” 

• • * m m- 

“No, no, sit down and pull yoursel 
together!” 

Beck pushed Gardner into a chair and 

held him there a moment while the 

* 

fighter panted and glared angrily across 
die room at his antagonist. 

In the course of the scrimmage a good 
many articles had been knocked from 
the desk and table and besides these on 
the floor were various papers, penknives, 
etc., that had fallen from the pockets of 
the two foes. 

It seemed pretty certain that the men 
having been separated would not resume 
the combat and so Beck got down on his 
knees to pick up the things that were on 
the floor. 

When Mr. Warren referred to Gardner 
as “a foul-mouthed nobody,” the latter 
jumped to his feet and shouted: 

“Nobody, am l! well I’ll teach both 
you miserable robbers that there’s at least 
one nobody in the world-” 

“See here!” interrupted Warren, turn¬ 
ing upon the angry man, while he kept 
one hand upon his partner’s shoulder, 
“you shut up and get out. 

” We’ve had quite enough of this sort 
of talk for one day and we don’t want 
you here again unless you’ve got 
ness that you can talk about in a 
ness fashion, understand?” 

Beck stood up and prepared to stop 
Gardner if he should attempt to renew 
the fight. 

After a slight pause Gardner said: 

“All right! Pm going to go but it’s 
not because you turned me out; I’m not 
afraid of either of you or both put to¬ 
gether. 

i m going because I think it’s better 


busi- 

busi- 


business to do so, and I warn you that 
when I come again there’ll be trouble.” 

He was going on abusing both partners 
in a high voice when Beck interrupted: 

I say, Bert,” he said, “don’t talk so 
loud. You’ll regret it if you do. 

“Run along home now, or to your 
office and cool down! 

“Go on ! that’s a good fellow. ” 
Gardner glared at him for an instant 
and replied: 


You mean well, Frank Beck. 
You’re a good fellow, but I advise you to 
get out of this business. 

“You could be in much better com¬ 


y > 


<c 


you 


pany 

“I suppose,” snapped Hardy, 
would like to employ him in your 
office. ’ ’ 


“There, there, Jack!” exclaimed War¬ 
ren. “Keep quiet! Let’s have this row 
done with.” 


“Goon, Bert, or you’ll make a bad 
matter w r orse, ” urged Beck pushing the 
angry man toward the door. 

“I want my papers,” said Gardner 
feeling in his pockets. 

“All right, you shall have them. 
This belongs to you, doesn’t it?” 

Saying this Beck passed him a large 
wallet that he had picked up from the 
floor. 

“Yes, that’s mine, and these.” 

Here he stooped to pick up some scat¬ 
tered letters. 

“And this. ” 

The last article was a penknife. 

Gardner looked the floor over, and, 
satisfied that he had got everything that 
belonged to him, left the room muttering 
to himself. 


Beck glanced at the partners and then 
followed Gardner to the front door. 

“I say, Bert,” he remarked, “let a 
friend advise you not to sav anything 
about this until you’ve cooled down. 

“You know well enough what trouble 
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may come in hasty words spoken to out¬ 
side parties.” 

Gardner answered Beck: 
i'll mind my own business. 

“I’m not taking any offense at you, 
understand, but I’ll do as I please and 
when the trouble comes I should be glad 
for your sake if you’re not employed by 
this concern.” 

“I’ve got to earn a living somewhere, 
you know,” Beck remarked. 

“Yes, but you’re the kind of man who 
ought to mean to earn it honestly.” 

Beck flushed, 

“I don’t like that from you, Bert!” he 
exclaimed in a low tone. 

“I don’t want to have any more row, 
but you've no business to talk that way 
to me. ’ ’ 

' The receiver,” declared Gardner, 
“is as bad as the thief. And working as 
you are here I tell you that you are as 
bad as the receiver.” 

Beck pressed his jaws together, frowned 
angrily and closed the door upon Gard¬ 
ner. 

Then he returned to the private office. 

i lardy still sat in the chair where War¬ 
ren had placed him. 

“Has he gone?” asked Warren. 

“Yes,” replied Beck, 

“I reckon it’s just as well you inter¬ 
fered, ” said Hardy, “for I believe that 
in another minute I would have killed 
the fellow.” 

1 guess you would!” responded Beck, 
“You had the advantage of him that’s 
certain. ” 

Hardy got up and walked across the 
room once or twice showing in his nerv¬ 
ous movements and trembling hands] 
low fearfully excited he had been. 

Beck resumed his task of putting the 
floor to rights. He placed several arti-1 
cles noon the table and set the overturned 
chairs in order. 

One of these had been badly broken. i 


I reckon we’ll have to send this to 
the hospital,” he said with a grin. 

“Put it in the closet,” responded War¬ 
ren; “we don’t want it lying around 
where the next visitor can see it and ask 
questions about it.” 

Beck complied and as he turned from 
the closet door he saw something upon 
the floor near where the men had been 
struggling. 

. e picked it up and looked at it curi¬ 
ously. 

“Is this yours, Mr. Hardy?” he 
asked. 

Hardy glanced at it carelessly. 

“No,” he said, “I don’t know whom 
it belongs to. ” 

It was a skeleton key. 

“It probably belongs to Gardner,” 
Beclj remarked indifferently. “And I’ll 
take care of it. ” , - 

He took it into the main office with 
him and laid it upon his own desk. 

In a few minutes later Mr. Warren 
joined him there, and the ordinary busi¬ 
ness oi the establishment was resumed. 

Hardy and Warren’s offices were upon 
the ground floor. 

The private office where Hardy had 
his quarrel with Gardner could be ap¬ 
proached not only from the main rooms 
where Beck and Warren had their desks* 
but also from a court surrounded entirely 
by high buildings and reached by a nar¬ 
row alley leading from Fourth Street. 

The concern, as has been noted, was 
in the commission business and their 
dealings were mainly with farmers. 

They had no room in that building de¬ 
voted to the storage or display of prod¬ 
uce but the court mentioned, neverthe¬ 
less, was used almost always when the 
fanners came in to call upon them. 

They were in the habit of driving 
through the alley and hitching their 
horses in the court, while they went in¬ 
side to speak to one or both of the part¬ 
ners. 
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It often happened that they brought 
loads of produce with them which either 
Hardy or Warren would examine. 

If the concern accepted the produce for 
sale the farmers then drove it to a build¬ 
ing in another part of the city for storage. 

It was not unusual for farmers to drive 
into the court, hitch their horses and go 
straight into the private office by the 
court door instead of coming around first 
to the main office. ' 

I'lie quarrel with Gardner had taken 
place at about four o’clock in the after¬ 
noon. 

It was very seldom that business callers 
came later than that hour and it was the 
custom to close the office for the day at 
five. 

Both Warren and Beck had a consider¬ 
able quantity of delayed work to finish 
on that day, and the quarrel had put 
them just so much further behind ; there¬ 
fore they busied themselves at their desks 
for something more than an hour very 
intently. 

Nobody came in. . 

During that interval Mr. Hardy re¬ 
mained in the private office. 

At last Beck put down his pen and 
yawned. 

“I reckon I can call it a day’s work,” 
he said turning to the junior partrer. 

“You’re in luck,” responded Warren, 
“for I’ve got a good deal to do yet.” 

“Can’t I help you out?” 

“No, I think not. f you’re anxious to 

go you can leave now and I 11 lock up 
when I get through.” 

“I don’t suppose,” said Beck, “that 
I’ve got any business to go looking 
around for more work than I’m required 
to do, yet at the same time I i n < 
had better let me take hold there and 

help you.” 

“I’m much obliged,” was the re¬ 
sponse, “but I don’t see that there is 
much that you can do. 


“Hardy might give me a lift if he isn’t 
too busy; suppose you speak to him.” 

“All right!” 

Beck went directly to the door of the 
private office and went in. 

It was not the custom in this establish¬ 
ment to knock before entering the private 
office; accordingly Beck walked in say¬ 
ing: 

“Mr. Hardy, Mr. Warren would like 
to know would you come— Great 
God!” 

Warren, sitting at his desk in the main 
office, heard the clerk’s words and noticed 
the horror with which he uttered the last. 

“What’s up?” he cried jumping from 
his desk and running to the private office. 

It took but a glance to show what had 
happened. 

Lying upon the floor by his desk was 
the body of John Hardy. 

The head was turned toward the main 
office and the carpet where it lay was 
soaked with blood. 

A terrible gash across Hardy’s throat 
showed what had been done; but at the 
first glance there was no evidence to indi¬ 
cate who had committed the deed. 

Warren knelt by his partner and felt 
his pulse. 

“Dead land turning cold!” he mut¬ 
tered. 

Beck terribly shocked, stood holding 
to a chair for support. 

“I must run for a doctor,” he said 
faintly. 

“No, not yet,” replied Warren stand- 
ing up, “there's no hurry.” 

4 Are you quite sure that he’s dead?” 
asked Beck. 

44 Positive! No doctor can be of any 
use here. 

“ But there has to be an examination 
in such matters!” 

44 But there’s no hurry about it, I tell 
you. We’ve got to think it over.” 

Beck didn't seem to understand. 






& 
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Warren’s face was clouded with anx¬ 
iety. 

44 We’ve got to think it over!” he re¬ 
peated. 

He stepped across the room to the door 
that opened upon the court and found it 
locked; but the key was not in the lock 
as was usual. 

Warren took a bunch of keys from his 
pocket, found one that fitted the lock and 
inserted it. 

“No!” he said suddenly, “that won’t 
do!” 

He returned the keys to his pocket. 

He stood then ior a moment staring 
thoughtfully at Beck. 

k i don’t understand what you’re driv¬ 
ing at,” said Beck faintly. 

Tet’s go into the main office h you 
can tnink cooler there,” responded War¬ 
ren. 

They accordingly went into the main 
office shutting the door behind them. 

For a few moments Mr. Warren paced 
up and down silently; at last he said as 
he stopped in front of Beck: 

“What do you think of it, Frank?” 

“Think of it?” retorted Beck with a 
shudder. > 

“It’s a case of murder, of course. 

“The murderer came in through the 
court door, took Mr. Hardy unawares and 
went out the same way he came in, lock¬ 
ing the door behind him possibly with 
the idea that it would cause the police 
to think that the job was done from the 
inside.” 

Warren nodded. 

“I can see from that,” he said, “that 
your thoughts are cool. 

Mlut that isn’t what happened, 
Frank. ” 

4 4 No ? What then ?’ ’ 

“It’s a case of suicide!” 

“Suicide? Good-” 

44 Yes, suicide, sure!” 

“ But what reason-” 


“Frank, we’ve not got to find reasons 
: or a dead man. 

“The fact is enough.” 

4 ‘But the fact, then how can it be 
proved?” 

“Think a minute, Frank! The only 
thing that can be proved is that Jack is 
dead and that his throat’s cut. 

“After you’ve thought that over, think 
what would happen if a raking investi¬ 
gation was made.” 

neck’s thoughts grew even more seri¬ 
ous than they had been before. 

“I begin to see,” he said. 4 ‘There are 
certain things that would be brought to 
light.” 

“Exactly! No investigation can bring 
Jack Hardy to life, but any investigation 
is pretty certain to lead to the discovery 
of certain things that you and I and 
others would prefer to remain un¬ 
known.” 


CHAPTER II. 

FIXING UP A CLEW. 

After a moment of silence Beck said: 

44 It’s all well enough for us to adopt 
this view; but when the officials make 
their examination what is to prevent 
them from thinking of murder?” 

44 Nothing except that the court door is 
locked and you and I have been here in 
the office all this time. 

“We heard no row. ” 

“Except that one with Gardner.” 

“True! and we know how that 
ended. ” 

44 Yes, and if there had been any other 
row we would have likeiy heard that 
too. ’ ’ 

“‘That’s it.” 

44 Now nobody is going to cast sus¬ 
picion on us, or if they should we can 
clear ourselves easily. 

4 4 If there be no ground for suspicion 
upon anybody else, no investigation will 
be made, see?” 
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Beck nodded. 

“Hasn’t anybody driven into the yard 
to see Hardy since Gardner was here?” 

“Frank!” responded Warren, “if you 
didn’t hear anybody drive into the court, 
or see anybody there since the quarrel 
with Gardner, I think that you’re in a 
good way to testify that nobody did drive 


XXL 


y> 


“ I see, ” he answered slowly; “what¬ 
ever you know it is best that you keep it 
to yourself, and whatever I don’t know 
points in the right direction; is that it?” 

“That’s it!” 

“Well, suppose,” said Beck still very 
slowly, “that Gardner has made some 

** * jtp 

foolish remarks about his row with 
Hardy. 

“You may remember that he used 
threatening language about coming 
again. ” 

“I do remember. ” /*Gf| 

f 

“Well, suppose suspicion should point 
his way?” 

“I’ve been thinking,” returned War-i 
ren, “that that might be just as well for 
us as anything else. 

“If Gardner is innocent of the murder 
he can prove it somehow. 

“He can probably set up an alibi. 

“If he can’t prove it he won’t dare to 
make certain exposures that other people 
might make, because if he did, although 
he might be acquitted on the charge ol 
murder he would find himself in a hot 
box of another kind.” 

“Yes, that’s so. ” 

Beck’s hand closed over something that 
lay on his desk. 

“I suppose,” he said, “that we must 
notify the authorities now.” 

“Yes, and leave them to their own 
judgment in the matter. ” 

“Shall we suggest suicide?” 

“As the only probable cause, yes. 

“Shall I run out and notify the first 
policeman 1 meet?” 

“Yes, that will be the way to do it and 


7 

# 

it must be understood that you did so 
immediately after the discovery of the 
mur—,1 mean—suicide.” 


Beck started away from his desk. 

“Where are you going?” asked War¬ 
ren suddenly. 

I’m going to take another look into 
the room,” was the reply. 

“Do you think you need to do that?” 

“Well, Mr. Warren, there seems to be 
some things that you don’t care to tell 


me. 
< ( 


> > 


^^Now if I know one or two things that 
may help to put this thing along in the 
right way, wouldn’t it be just as well if 1 
keep them to myself?” 

Mr. Warren thought a moment. 

“I guess I can trust your judgment, 
he answered. “Go ahead!”* " 

Beck went into the private office, 
dropped the thing he had taken from ms 
desk upon the blood-soaked carpet by the 
dead man’s head, and then ran hastily 
out through the main office to the street. 

As luck would have it the first person 
he met was not a policeman but Mrs. 
John Hardy. 

This lady, it seemed, had had an ap¬ 
pointment with her husband at a store 
not far from the office and as he failed 
to keep it, had come to find him. 

It is not necessary to go into the details 
of the painful scene that followed. 

It is sufficient to say that Mrs. Hardy 
was informed of her husband’s tragic end 
and after the first violent outburst of 
grief she became remarkably cool, and 
took a course of action that completely 
upset the strange plan of mystery and 
silence that had been advised by the 
junior partner. 

She would not hear of suicide as an 
explanation of her husband’s death. 

When it was suggested she flew into a 
passion and w*ent so far as to accuse 
Beck and Warren of having committed 
murder. 

The police, of course, had charge of 
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the affair within a very short time and 
it did not need Mrs. Hardy’s assistance 
to make them reject the suicide theory. 

Therefore they would have gone to work 
to make such investigation as they could ! 
and there is no telling what would have 
been the result of it, but Mrs. Hardy 
went to the farthest limit in demanding 
that the affair be investigated. 

She had learned from a friend that | 
Trim Carter was in the city, and as soon 
as she could possibly break away from 
the office she hurried ■ to the hotel where 
Tr im was staying and found the detective 
on the point of leaving for home. 

Slie urged him frantically to undertake 
an investigation in her behalf, and Trim 
consented to do so after a brief consulta¬ 
tion with the superintendent of police. 

ilis services were welcomed, of course, 
by the department and orders were issued 
that he should have entire charge of the 
case. 

So it came about that before the body 
of the dead man had been removed bv 

j 

the coroner’s orders to an undertaking 
establishment, that Trim was on the spot 
making an examination in his own way. i 

He gave his attention first to the na¬ 
ture of the wound by which Hardy had 
been killed. 

The junior partner stood by at the 
time. 

He had already suggested the suicide 
idea to Trim and evidently hoped that 
the detective would favor it. 

‘‘Although there seems to be no cause 
for such an act,’’ remarked Warren, “I 
can’t think of anything* but suicide to ac¬ 
count for this; because the outside door 
was locked and nobody could have got 1 
into the place except by coming through 
the main office where Beck and I were at 
work. 1 ’ 

“The door was locked and the key 
gone.” j 

“Yes, but-” 

Where’s the key?” 


“I don’t know where it was.” 

Is it now in the outside oi the door?’* 
“No.” 

“Then don’t you see that it's perfectly 
possible for a criminal to go out through 
that court, locking the door after him 
and throwing the key away afterward?” 

Yes, I suppose that’s possible.” 

“I don’t see any knife here,” con¬ 
tinued Trim. 

“Mr. Hardy’s pockets haven’t been 
examined,” responded Warren. 

“Does a man cut his own throat and 
then put the knife in his pocket?” asked 
Trim. 

“I suppose not. ” 

“It won’t do to stop at suicide here, 
gentlemen. 

“The nature of the wound, the condi¬ 
tion of the door, and the absence of any 
instrument by which the man could have 
inflicted his own death shows only one 
thing. 

4 ‘It’s a case of murder.” 

There were several persons present 
when Trim said this. 

Warren and Beck were there, a coro¬ 
ner’s physician, two or three policemen 
and one or two business acquaintances 
of Mr. Hardy’s. 

Trim looked the group over. 

“I want to see,” he said, “only those 
who are connected with this firm, either 
as partners or as employees. ” 

The policeman took the hint and turned 
out everybody except Warren and Beck. 

“Now, gentlemen,” said Trim, when 
they were alone, “I want the history of 
this afternoon as completely as you can 
possibly give it to me.” 

“Well, Beck,” said Warren nervously* 
“you were here all the time and 1 was 
in and out. 

“Tell the detective what happened.” 

“Why!” Beck responded in an embar¬ 
rassed way. “There wasn’t much of any¬ 
thing out of the ordinary. 

“Mr. Hardy was in his private office 
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almost all the time seeing various visit 


Beck was not so successful. 


ors. 1 1 

4 4 Do you know who they were?” 

“I know all Avho came through the 
main office.” 

44 Do you know any others?” 

Beck hesitated. 

“Give him the names of all the visit¬ 
ors, Frank/’ Warren ordered. 

4 Well then/ 1 said Beck, “there was 

Mr.- 1 

“Wait a minute! 11 Trim interrupted. 
“Put them down in writing—full names 
and addresses. 11 

It was a long lifet; not less than twenty 
names were set down and 'Prim wondered 
as he looked at them whether the name 
of the murderer was among them. 

“Can you add any names to this list? 11 
he asked handing the paper to Mr. War¬ 
ren. 

Warren read the list very attentively. 

Among the names was that of Albert 
Gardner. 

“It was hardly worth while putting 
down Mr. (Gardner’s name, was it, 
Frank? 11 he asked with an assumption of 
indifference. r, , 

“He was here, you know.”’ 

.“Yes, but he stayed here for such a 
few minutes. However, i suppose the 
detective wants everything. 11 

“Indeed I do! 11 said Trim. 

Do you think of anybody else who 

i % 

was here? 1 *’ 

Mr. Warren thought a moment and 
then added a couple of names. 

“I saw them with wagons in the 
court/ 1 he said, “but whether they went 


He glanced first at the key and then at 
Mr. Warren. 

“I’m very sure/ 1 he said, “that it 
doesn’t belong to Mr. Hardy.” 

“Doesn’t it belong in the office here 
anywhere?” 

“No, I’m sure of that.” 

Did you never see it before?” 

Both men shook their heads emphatic¬ 
ally. 

Trim wrapped it in a sheet of paper and 
put it in his pocket. 

“I should say/’ he said to himself, 
“that that was a good clew.” 

During this conversation the body of 
the victim had been removed by order of 
the coroner’s physician to an undertak¬ 
er’s wagon that had been driven into 
the court. ij 

The wagon was now driven away anflj! 
after it had been gone the crowd that had 
hung around the outer door of the build¬ 
ing gradually dispersed. I 

After the body had been removed Trim 1 

had Mr. Warren go into the private office 

# 

jwith him. 

There he took the list of names and 
went over it one by one, asking Mr. War¬ 
ren in detail what had happened con¬ 
cerning each caller’s visit. 

As is usually the case in detective work, 
by far the greater part of this examina¬ 
tion proved of no value to the detective, 
excepting as it convinced him that at 
; east some of the names mentioned could 
| not be regarded as suspects. 

It is only important here to put down 


such matters as were discovered that 
in to see Mr Hardy I don’t know ; I pre- ! proved to have a bearing one way or an- 
suiue they did.” other upon the case. 

“Does.this belong here?” asked Trim, j So it inay be said that Mr. Warren, 
He held up a skeleton key that was though pressed sharply upon the matter, 
stained with blood. ' could not remember anything about the 

He had found it on the floor when be visit of Albert Gardner, 
was examining the fatal wound. Meantime Beck was waiting his turn 

Warren looked at it with unmoved for examination in the room, 
features. I While there Gardner came in. 
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“I hardly expected to find you here, 
Frank,” he began at once, “ because it’s 
so late. 

“But Pm glad I have found you be¬ 
cause I want to apologize to you for the 
way I spoke to you before I went away.” 

' That’s all right,” returned Beck 
nervously. 

“I was terribly excited of course,’’con¬ 
tinued Gardner, “but I do think I had 
every reason to use the strong language I 
used about your employers.” 

“Yes, but-” 

“I went out for a long walk,” Gardner 
went on, without heeding the interrup¬ 
tion, “and Pm glad to say that I followed 
your advice and made no mention of my 
row with Jack. 

“I feel a good deal cooler now al¬ 
though I don’t care to see either him or 
\\larren. 

Hi “I want you to realize that f would 
have come here and begged your pardon 
any way; but at the same time I’ve an¬ 
other errand which made if quite neces¬ 
sary for me to come. ’ ’ 

“Don’t mention it,” said Beck in con¬ 
fusion. 

“What! not mention my other errand? 
I’ve got to, Frank. 

“You see, after I had taken my walk, 
I went up to my office where there are 
some papers that I must have, and I 
found that 1 hadn’t my key with me. 

“I presume it dropped onto; my pocket 
during that scuffle; and I thought that 
perhaps you might have found it or that 
you would let me go into the private 
room to look for it.” 

Beck’s face was the picture of anxiety. 
Perspiration was rolling down it and his 
eyes were fairly bulging from their 
sockets. 

“What on earth is the matter, Frank?” 
exclaimed Gardner. 

“Bert, don’t you know what’s hap¬ 
pened here?” 

The reply was an astonished stare. 


Beck threw up his hands with a ges¬ 
ture of despair. 

“Why, Frank! you look as if you were 
deathly sick. What is it?” 

Beck pulled himself together with 
great effort and then said in a low voice: 

“Bert, you don’t want to ask about 
that key. 

“Don’t dare to open your head again 
about it as long as you live!” 

“But why not?” 

“Now don’t make any outcry when 
you’ve heard wliat I’ve got to tell you. 

“Come closer so that I can whisper 
it!” 


Greatly amazed Gardner stepped for¬ 
ward. 

“Hardy is dead!” whispered Beck. 
l found him with his throat cut from 
ear to ear a little after five o’clock!” 
“Whew!” exclaimed Gardner under his 


breath. 

“You don’t understand,” continued 
Beck rapidly. “He’s been murdered, 
Bert! 

“We were for making it out a case of 
suicide but we couldn’t, it wouldn’t 
go!” 

“Yes, but-” began Gardner as the 

# 

suspicion of the situation began to dawn 
upon him. 

Beck interrupted: 

“You haven’t heard the worst of it* 

“It’s not only certain that lie’s been 
murdered but one of the sharpest detect¬ 
ives in New York has been lugged into 
the case by Mrs. Hardy. And he’s now 
at this moment in the back room there 
examining Warren. 

“He’s asking about everybody who 
has called here to-day and neither one of 
us has said a word about your row ; but, 
Bert, that detective found your key on the 
floor by Hardy’s body and has got it 
now!* 
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CHAPTER III. 

QUEER THINGS ABOUT THIS CASE. 

Then for the first time * iardner real¬ 
ized in full the terrible truth of the situ¬ 
ation. 

It was a staggering blow and for a mo¬ 
ment he could not think clearly. 

Just as a drowning man reaches out 
blind!}' to clutch at a straw or even a 
shadow on the water, so Gardner tried 
desperately to believe that his innocence 
could be readily established. 

“Great heavens!” he exclaimed under 
his breath, “Prank, the detective isn't 
going to regard that key as evidence, is 

he?” 

“I saw him put it carefully in his 
pocket," Bert answered, “I have no 
doubt that he regards it as a clew. ” 

Gardner was speechless with fright. 

“You see, ” continued Beck, “he 
found it right by Hardy's body and it was 
even stained with blood. 

tc 1 Le’sgot a list of everybody who called 
at the office this afternoon, and if I’m not 
mistaken he'll investigate the movements 
of every one of them. 

“ j understand that his reputation is, 

that he never leaves a single chance, no 
matter how slight, untried, and it’s a 
dead certainty that he’ll make it his 
effort to discover the owner of that key.” 

“But,’'’ faltered Gardner, “can't the 
facts be explained to him ? 

“Why not tell him bluntly that Jack 
and I had a scrap and that the key was 
lost at that time? Both you and Warren 
can be witnesses to that.” 

Beck was quite as much agitated as 
Gardner. 

The voting man did not dare to con¬ 
fess that he himself had dropped the key 
where it was found, after the murder was 
committed, still less did he dare to sug¬ 


< lardner 
proving 


gest to Trim that a quarrel had taken 
place in the office, for previously he had 
asserted that nothing happened during 
i Gardner's visit. 

The fact was that Beck had dropped 
«Gardner’s key in the private office from a 
mixture of reasons. 

He had been deeply offended by Gard¬ 
ner's remarks after the quarrel and felt 
that it would be a good revenge to get 
Gardner into difficulties. 

At the time, he had felt thatH^^^| 
would find no serious trouble in 
his innocence and it is fair to say that the 
clerk’s desire for revenge went only so 
far as a wish to bother Gardner and not 
permanently injure him. 

Another reason for dropping the key as 
he did was his loyalty to the firm of 
Hardy & Warren. 

Knowing as he did the full extent of 
their transactions he was quite aware that 
a searching investigation would reveal 
crookedness in the business affairs that 
would wreck the concern as well as him- 
sel f. 

He believed that Gardner was so placed 
that even if he were defending himself 
on the charge of murder he would not 
dare to make as his defense a charge 
that Hardy & Warren had swindled 
him ; for if he did so he would have to 
admit that he himself had taken part in 
some of their swindling transactions and 
benefited by them. . _ * / j. 

Beck was really convinced that the 
murder was done by some victim of 
Hardy & Warren's rascality. 

lit seemed to him that if Gardner could 
be arrested for murder that Gardner 
would simply make every effort to prove 
his innocence by setting up an alibi and 
when he had done this successfully he 
would be released. 

Then the whole thing would blow 

over, leaving the firm to continue its busi¬ 
ness in the former way. 

Now, however, when Gardner had 
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come back with an apology for his harsh 
language and when it seemed as if a 
chain of evidence had been begun that 
would surely convict him of murder, 
Beck felt the keenest remorse. 

He began to realize that it is a pretty 
serious affair to manufacture evidence 
against a inan in a murder case. 

The more he thought of if and the 
more he looked at < Gardner’s haggard 
face the worse he felt, when suddenly 
there occurred to him a thought that 
flashed across his brain like this: 

“What if Gardner is really guilty?” 

Why not? - 

Gardner had had a violent row with 
Hardy and had left the office proclaiming 
all manner of threats. 

It was true that he had not said any¬ 
thing definite, that is, there had been no 
direct threat that he would kill Hardy, 
but he had declared he would return and 
when he came again there would be 
trouble. 

Why should it not be possible that 
Gardner had returned and made his way 
into the private office through the court, 
committed the murder and then come 
back just as he had now as a bluff to 
guard himself against any possible sus¬ 
picion? 

Thoughts like this ran through Heck’s 
mind 'while the two men faced each other 
in silence for several seconds, 

“Why shouldn’t I make a plain stand 
on the truth, Frank?” asked Gardner, 
who had been waiting in vain for an an¬ 
swer to his question. 

“The truth, Bert!” responded Beck in 
a whisper, “can you stand on the 
truth?” 

“What do you mean?” 

Gardner was startled but too dazed by 
the seriousness of his situation to take in 
at once the hidden meaning in Beck's 
question. 

Beck’s voice trembled as he responded. 

“It’s not for me to make anv accusa- 

<■< 


tion, Bert. I’m only thinking of what 
other people would say.” 

“But for Heaven’s sake, man! What 
would other people say? 

-Mf you’re any friend of mine help me 
out and et me see the worst. ” 

“Well, then, see here! If you should 
admit that you had that scrap with 
Hardy, and Warren and 1 should tell 
all that occurred, as I suppose we would 
have to, the next question that would be 
asked is: 

“ ‘Where did you go after leaving this 
office ?’ ” 

“I went for a walk.” 

“Yes, but where?” 

“I started out down Fourth Street; I 
met half a dozen persons who will re¬ 
member that they saw me.” 

“Yes, but that accounts for only a few 
minutes. ” 

Gardner stared. 

Is there anybody,” asked Beck, 
“who went with you during all that 
walk?” 

“TNJo.” 

“Could you bring enough witnesses to 
account for all your time between the end 
of the scrap and the moment you walked 
in here just now ?” 

“I don’t know. ” 

“Where did you go?” insisted Beck, 
beginning to feel a terrible excitement 
as his suspicion became almost a convic¬ 
tion that Gardner had committed the 
murder. 

“The fact is,” answered Gardner, “I 
can’t half account for the first of my 
walk; I was so angry that I didn't no¬ 
tice just where I was going, and turned 
this way and that. 

‘I know I was down by the docks part 
of the time-” 

“Betty do you know that you didn’t 
come back here?” 

“I see how ’tis!” exclaimed Gardner 
bitterly. 

“I’ve got not only to fight against the 
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suspicions of a prying detective but also 
against the damaging statements that you 
and Warren will make to him. 

“I’ve got to fight for my life, and my 
former friends are going to do their best 
to have me hanged !” 

[ “No, no, Bert!’’ interrupted Beck, 
‘‘haven’t I told you that both Warren and 
I have taken pains to conceal the fact 
that there was a scrap here this after¬ 
noon ?” 

“Yes, you told me but how soon will it 
be before you give him the whole story?’' 

“1 don’t intend to mention the mat¬ 
ter. ’ ’ 

At this moment there was a sound at 
the door of the private office as if some¬ 
body had turned the knob preparatory to 
opening it. ' 

Gardner glanced at the door with a 
startled expression. 

“I’ve got to get out and think this 
thing over,’’ he exclaimed quickly. 

“For Heaven's sake, Frank, don’tgive 
me away!’’ 

“I shan’t,” replied Beck, “you had 
better go quickly.” 

“Is there any way of getting at that 

key?” 

I “Impossible! you had better not be 
seen here.” 

Gardner did not wait for further urg¬ 
ing but hurried quietly out of the o bice. 

-A moment later the door of the private 
room opened and Warren and Trim came 
in. 

m 

Trim was saying: 

“I'd rather you wouldn’t go yet, Mr. 
Warren. I want a short talk with Mr. 
Beck, and when I've got through I may 
like to ask you both some further ques¬ 
tions. ” 

“All right!” responded Warren calm¬ 
ly. “I suppose you’ve no objection to 
ni y going out to mail sonic letters that 
ought to have been posted an hour ago.” 

“Not the slightest,” replied Trim. 


Warren went to his desk and gathered 
up a handful of letters. 

As he did so he gave a significant 
glance at Beck. 

The latter went to his own desk and 
picked up some letters which he carried 
to Warren. 

“These ought to go, too, Mr. War¬ 
ren,” he said, “and if you're going out 
you might as well mail them.” 

“I will.” 

As he took the letters Warren dropped 
one of them to the floor, and both he and 
Beck stooped to pick it up; Warren 
whispered: 

“Not a word about the scrap.” 

At that moment Trim was looking the 
main office over and did not notice the 
dropping of the letter or hear the re¬ 
mark. . 


“I suppose,” he said, as Warren started 
out, “that we may as well have our con¬ 
versation in the private oil ice, Mr. Beck.” 

The clerk followed the detective into 
Mr. Hardy’s room where they both sat 

down. * 

“Mr. Beck,” said Trim, pleasantly, 
“how long have you been employed by 
this firm ?” 

“Since it was organized, sir.” 

“And that was-” 

“A little less than a year ago.” 

“What are your duties?” 

“I take charge of the routine accounts, 
look after some of the correspondence, 
see visitors on minor matters-” 

“In short you’re kind of general as¬ 
sistant or right-hand man, aren’t you?” 

“That’s about it. ” 

“ I suppose your relations to your em¬ 
ployers are of a confidential nature?” 

“They are, sir. Mr. Hardy used to 
refer to me as his confidential clerk.” 

“Are there any other clerks in the 
concern ?” 

“Not at present.” 

“Have there been?” 

“Yes.” 
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“How many?” 

“There have been three.’’ 

What did they do?” 

Helped at the bookkeeping.” 

“What became of them?” 

They were discharged. ” 

Why?” 

This line of questions had been wholly 
unexpected by Beck and he was growing 
very nervous. 

It seemed as if the detective was pry¬ 
ing into just what he wished to conceal 
most. 

“There was no reason,” he answered 
awkwardly, “except that the amount of 
business didn’t justify so large a force.” 

“The concern is prosperous, I sup- 



c< 


(( 


pose?” asked Trim. 

After a good deal of hesitation Beck 
• answered : - if ' 

: “Yes.” , 

“I’m afraid you think,” said Trim, 
with a smile, “that I’m asking impudent 
questions. 

“I don’t mean at all to drag any of the 
concern’s secrets out of you. 

“But you can see in a case like this it 

is necessary for me to find a motive for 

• * 

the crime. 

“You can understand that, can’t 
you?” 

“Certainly, sir,” answered Beck in so 
low ja, voice that he coughed and cleared 
his throat in order to conceal his embar¬ 
rassment. ; 

0 

These signs of course, were not lost 
upon Trim; but he had no reason to sup¬ 
pose that they indicated anything more J the detective every information that he 
than excitement that would naturally sought for. 


been discharged because it was found 
that they would not willingly help out 
any shady transactions of the firm. 

The result was that they were dis¬ 
charged without cause, and each one of 
them felt very sore over it. 

Beck was determined that the detective 
should not be assisted in getting any in¬ 
sight into the methods of the firm, and as 
he was rather a quick-witted fellow, he 
saw at once that it would not do to have 
suspicion thrown upon any of the dis¬ 
charged clerks. 

If they were examined it would be more 
than likely that they would give infor¬ 
mation that would lead to a general ex¬ 
posure, so he answered: 

“Of course the boys felt sore to lose 
their job but they took it in good part, 
as one of the misfortunes of business and 
I think each one of them found a place 
elsewhere within a short time.” 

“Then you wouldn’t say that any one 
of these clerks might wish to take re¬ 
venge upon Mr. Hardy?” 

< di, no! no! nothing of the kind!” 
i lease give me the names of these 
clerks and their addresses if you know 
them. ” 

Beck had thought that he had steered 
the detective straight away from this 
line of inquiry, and this question threw 7 
him into great confusion. 

i lie stammered that he didn’t believe 

* 

that he knew their addresses. 

Then his quick wit came to his aid 
and he saw it was best to appear to give 


arise from such a tragic occurrence. 

“Understanding that,” the detective 
continued, “tell me whether the three 
clerks left their employment here with 
good feeling. ” 

Now it happened that this question 
w*as more embarrassing than any of those 
that had preceded it. 

In every case the assistant clerks had 


So he wrote the names and addresses 
upon a slip of paper and passed it over. 

Trim glanced at the slip and put it in 
his pocket. 

“Now,” he said, taking up the list of 
visitors, “do you know of any one who 
might be put down as an enemy of Mr. 
Hardy?” 

“No, sir,” responded Beck promptly. 


















NEW NICK CARTER WEEKLY. 


The very promptness of this reply 
struck Trim unfavorably. 

[ “I wonder/* he reflected, ‘"whether 
this young man imagines he is called 
upon to conceal something. 1 * 

Without giving any indication of what 
was passing through his mind he said: 

<£ Perhaps the word enemy seems too 
strong, Mr. Beck; when a murder has 
been committed it’s pretty hard to under¬ 
stand how any man could feel that he 
had sufficient cause for committing such 
a deed ; but you must know that in the 
course of business many a man finds him¬ 
self beaten and sometimes ruined by the 
superior shrewdness, sense, or good luck 
of a rival. 

“There have been cases in New York 
where a defeated rival has attempted to 
kill his successful competitor. 

“It won’t do any harm to any inno¬ 
cent man if you let me know whether 
Mr. Hardy had any rivals who cherished 
bitter feelings toward him.” 

Beck squirmed uncomfortably in his 
chair. 

“I don't think I know any such,” he 
Responded. 

Trim reflected a moment. 

When he spoke again, he asked sud¬ 
denly : 

“Somebody was in the office while I 
was talking with Mr. Warren. Who 
was it?” 

Beck was completely taken back by 
this question. 

“While you were talking with Mr. 
Warren?” he repeated vaguely. 

“Yes, certainly,” responded Trim 
sharply; ‘‘who was it?” 

“Oh, I remember,” Beck answered as 
he recovered his wits; “ ’twas Mr. Mar¬ 
tin Jones. He’s a business friend of 
Hardy’s and he came in to make some 
inquiries about the death.” 

“What’s Mr. Jones’ address?” 


mistake, gave the address and Trim 
wrote it down upon the list. 

Then the detective went over the list 
of names one by one just as he had done 
when he examined Warren. 

He asked no more searching questions 
about the name of Albert Gardner than 
he did about any of the others. 

As yet nothing whatever had occurred 
to give Gardner’s name any prominence. 

Beck was faithful to his instructions 
and as he did not know what Warren had 
said about Gardner’s visit, he professed 
to be entirely ignorant of its nature. 

“That’s all for to-night, Mr. Beck,” 
Trim said at length. 

“I suppose that you will be in the 
office as usual to-morrow morning?” 

r. ’ * 

“What time do you usually get here?” 

“Nine o’clock. ” 

They went into the main office where 
they found Warren awaiting them. 

“Before you go, gentlemen,” the de¬ 
tective said, “I wish you would both 
come here so as to answer any questions 
that may occur to me while I'm looking 
the room over. ” 

I r p to tliis time Trim had made no ex- 

* 

amination of the room beyond a little 
looking about that he did when he first 
found Hardy’s body there. 

Now he began a systematic search 
from one end to the other. 

He was not looking for anything in 
particular but simply keeping his eyes 

open jor anything that might suggest a 
clew. 

The junior partner and the clerk 
watched him with feverish anxiety. 

Trim gave no hint as to what he had 
in mind and neither of them ventured 
to ask him a question. 

In the course of his search the detect¬ 
ive opened a closet door, gave a running 
glance at its contents and then pulled 


Beck, feeling that he made a terrible ] out a broken chair. 
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“What's this?” he asked. 

Warren laughed with an attempt at 
jocoseness. 

“That's a subject for the hospital,” 
he said; “it's lying there waiting until 
some chair mender comes along to put it 
in order.” 

“When was it broken?” 

“Oh, some time ago.” 

I rid some extra heavy man sit down 
on it suddenly ?” 

No, a couple of young fellows got 
wrestling and skylarking after business 
hours and they fell together on that chair 
and so smashed it. ” 

“That was some time ago, you said.” 

“Oh, yes. Three or four weeks. 
Wasn't it, Beck ?” 

“I should say it was at least that,” 
Beck responded. 

Trim seemed to be satisfied and put 
the chair back in the closet. 

i guess we don’t need to stay here any 
longer to-night, ” he remarked. 

They left the office, Beck locking the 

doors; and when they were on the street 

% 

they bade each other good-evening and 
separated. 

I thought this was going to be an 
easy case,” Trim reflected. “And it may 
prove to be yet; but there are some funnv 
things about it that I didn’t expect. 

“I don’t like the way that clerk an¬ 
swered questions; I can’t help feeling 
that Warren is holding back something; 
and I know they lied to me about that 
broken chair. 

“The wood where the break occurs is 
as white and fresh as if 1 had broken it 
myself just now. 

“If that chair had been smashed three 
or four weeks ago the splinters would 
have been discolored by this time with 
dust. 

“Well, I'll remember that chair and 
talk about it a little later. 

“ Meantime 1 must trace this kev. ” 


11 
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CHAPTER IV. 

BURGLARY DISCOVERED. 

. i before leaving the vicinity of Hardy 
& Warren’s office Trim went around 
into the court at the back and took a gen¬ 
eral look at things there. 

Then he went to his hotel and had 
supper. 

That concluded, he gave his attention 
to the key. 

There was no mark upon it whatever 
by which it might be identified. 

Somewhere in Cincinnati,” he re¬ 
flected, “there’s a lock that this key fits. 

1 must find it. 

“Sometimes keys of this kind have 
numbers stamped upon them by which 
it is possible to trace them. 

This hasn’t anything. It simply has 
a few. stains of blood which mean nothing 

o 

under the circumstances, and the ordi¬ 
nary marks of wear that show that it has 
been carried in somebody’s pocket for a 
considerable time. 

“I should say, therefore, that there 
would be no sense in looking for a new 
lock. 

“Now then, what kind of a place would 
this lock up ? 

“I think it's safe to sav from the size 
of it that it isn’t a trunk key. 

“It’s certainly not the key to a safe or 
any other strong box, unless some Cin¬ 
cinnati man has invented a strong box 
unlike any that I've ever seen. 

“Leaving out trunks and safes, then, 
there remain the outside doors of houses 
and the inside doors of houses and the 
doors of offices. 

1 ‘There are a good many thousand such 
doors in Cincinnati; it would be worse 
than hunting for a needle in a haystack 
to start at one end of this town and ex- 
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amine every door between it and the 
other end. 

1 ‘There must be a simpler way of get¬ 
ting at it than that. 

“Now let’s see. ” 

1 le referred to the list of callers that 
Beck and Warren had made for him. 

“It looks to me,” he reflected, “as if 
that murder was done by somebody who 
isn’t on this list. 


“The probabilities are that the mur¬ 
derer entered the office from the court 
and went away unseen by anybody. 

“At the same time it is possible that 
he had been in the office during the day. 

“It looks to me as if it was best to play 
for the chance that the key belongs to 
somebody on this list and it won't take 
long to-morrow morning to examine some 
of the doors at least to which those men 
have keys. 


business by correspondence in other parts 
of the country. 

“They take goods on consignment 
here,” asked Trim, “and dispose of 
them in New York and elsewhere?” 

“Yes, that’s about it. ” 

“Do they have a reputation for square 
dealings?” 

The superintendent smiled. 

“You’ve got me there,” he replied. 
“It’s hard to say whether their reputation 
in that respect is good or bad.” 

should infer from that,” said Trim, 
“that there are some people who think 
it’s bad.” 


“Well, you know,” said the superin¬ 
tendent, “‘when the farmers send in 
their produce to a commission house they 
are likely to growl a good deal if they 
don’t get as high a price as they ex¬ 
pected. 


“Under the circumstances, of course, 
the owner of the key isn’t going to turn 
up to inquire for it; for the sake of mak- 

4 

ing a beginning I’ll presume that this is 
a key to an office. 

“It looks more like that than anything 
else. And as I've got to begin some¬ 
where I’ll begin there.” 

While Trim was studying this problem 
he had a caller in the person of the su¬ 
perintendent of police. 

“Well, Trim,” said the latter, “I sup¬ 
pose you’ve made a good deal of prog¬ 


ress. 


If 


C< 
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Some. ” 


Do your suspicions point anywhere in 
irticular as yet?” 

“I can’t say they do. I’m trying to 
arrow down the possibilities but I find 
rather hard. 


“You won’t find a commission house in 
Cincinnati that doesn't have some kick- 
ing among its customers. ” 

I suppose so. ’ ’ 

“I don’t know of anything,” contin¬ 
ued the superintendent, “to indicate that 
Hardy & Warren have had any more 
discontent among their people than any 
other concern.” 


“Have you had Warren and Beck shad¬ 
owed?” asked Trim. 

“Oh, certainly! I did exactly as you 
requested in that matter. 

“Four o: my best men are detailed on 
the job and it won’t be possible for 
either Warren or Beck to do anything to¬ 
night that they won’t be aware of.” 

“That’s good!” 

Do you suspect that either of them 
had a hand in it?” 


“What sort of a concern is this, Hardy 
& Warren, anyway?” 

“Their standing seems to be all right,” 
replied the superintendent, “considering 
that thev are a new house. 

“I believe they do rather an extended 


“No, I don’t; not yet. But I ieel that 
they will bear watching, i hat’s all.” 

A i ter some further conversation, dur¬ 
ing which nothing of importance was de¬ 
veloped the superintendent left and Trim 
retired as he wished to be up very early 
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the next morning to begin his search m 
tracing the key. 

He ha#l examined the list of callers and 
found that of those who had offices in the 
city all occupied buildings which were 
closed to the public during the night. 

Accordingly there .was nothing for him 
to do until the buildings should be re¬ 
opened. 

Knowing that janitors and scrub women 
would be busy in the buildings long be¬ 
fore the tenants arrived, Trim started out 
to make a tour of certain buildings before 
business hours. 

Following the plan that he had made 
the night before he went only to those 
buildings in which were offices occupied 
by the men who were upon his list of 
callers. 

In each of these buildings he limited 
his examination to a glance at the out¬ 
side office door of that person whose 
name figured upon his list. 

In this way he went rapidly through 
half a dozen buildings and in each one 
saw that there was no lock that could 
possibly be opened by the key he had 
found in Hardy’s room. 

Eventually he came to a building 
upon Central Avenue in which every 
floor was devoted to offices. 

There was only oue name on his list 
that concerned him here and that was 
the name of Albert Gardner. 

Trim found that this man had an office! 
on the fourth door of the building. j 

It was before the hour for starting the 
elevator service. The detective therefore! 
walked up the stairs until he came to the 

fourth floor. 

Just as he came to the head of the 
stairs he saw a scrub woman on her knees 

witli a brush and dust pan. 

She rose as Trim approached and went 
down the hall where she emptied her 
dust pan in a canvas bag that lay on the 
floor by her broom and water pail. 

There was nothing significant in this 


at the moment; but Trim discovered pres¬ 
ently that she had been at work on the 
floor directly in front of Gardner’s office 
door. 

When he saw that the detective 
scratched his head. 

“The lock on that door,” he said to 
himself, “couldn’t be opened by this 
key. 

“The pattern of the keyhole shows 
that, and there is the other fact, that 
probably means nothing, that that lock 
| is new. n 

He stooped to examine it closely. 

“I’m a wooden injun,” he said to him- 
j self, “if that lock hasn’t been put there 
very recently. ’ ’ , n 

The detective’s reason for this conclu¬ 
sion lay in two or three faint scratches 
upon the woodwork as well as the fact 
that the metal part 01 the lock which was 
exposed showed not the faintest trace of 
a scratch. 

V “I never saw a lock yet,” he reflected, 
“that had been used a considerable time 
that didn’t show some mark of where a 
man had accidentally struck it with his 
key while inserting it. 

I “I can’t be mistaken; that’s a new lock 

and it’s been put on recently. 

‘ 4 That may mean a good deal after all. ” 

The detective looked down at the floor. 

it was damp, showing that the scrub 
woman had been over it with her mop at 
least twenty minutes or half an hour be¬ 


fore. 

Looking down the hall he saw that the 
woman was now turning into a branch 
corridor and making ready to mop there. 

: guess I’ll have to get acquainted 
with her,” he thought. 

lie strolled slowly down the hall after 
her and as he passed he saw the name J. 
If. Simpson, painted upon an office door. 

When he turned into the branch corri¬ 
dor the woman was upon her knees 
scrubbing energetically. 

“Good-morning!” he said pleasantly. 
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“Have you any idea when Mr. Simpson 
gets to his office?” 

“Misther Simpson, is it?” answered 
the woman looking up with surprise. 

* “Bedad! he niver comes here at this 
toime iv the day. ” 

“I don’t suppose he’ll be here before 
nine or tec o’clock then, will Ire?” 

The woman stopped scrubbing and an¬ 
swered : 

* It’s goin’ on three year that I’ve 
i>een scrubbin’ these floors an' niver in all 
That toime did Oi see Misther Simpson 
before Oi had me work all done.” 

41 What time uo you usually get your 

work done?” 

* 4 Half afther eight, sorr. 

“If Oi don't hev it done by thin, shure 
the janitor do be raisin’ an ugly to-do 
cbout it, sor. 

“He’ll hev it, sorr, that scrub wimin 
must be out iv the buildin’ at half afther 

eight. 

“It’s bad luck to me this toime if Oi 
don’t get finished on toime and indade it 
looks as if I won’t.” 

With this she fell to scrubbing again 
with great energy. 

“What’s the matter with this mora¬ 
le?” asked Trim. 

o 

“Eh!” she groaned, “matt her 
enough.” 

She did not seem disposed to volunteer 
the information T. rim was hoping to get; 
so after a short pause while she continued 
to work the detective remarked: 

“I suppose it bothers you when you re 
hurrying so, to have a man come along 

end ask foolish questions?” 

“No, that’s not it, sorr. It’s not me 
that rnoinds a question from a plisent 
gintleman. It’s the spalpeens that do 
bes cornin’ around and makin’ you do 
your work over agin, that sours de 
heart out of me.” _ 

“Well, it certainly is hard luck,” Trim 
responded, “to have to do your work 
over again. ” 


“Yis, it be that. ” 

“Confound her!” thought the detect¬ 
ive. “Is there noway to lead her into 
saying something that I want to hear?” 

It would have been easy for Trim to 
ask a direct question which probably 
would have brought him the information 
he wished, but the one thing he wanted 
to avoid was the appearance of asking 
questions about Gardner’s door. \ 

He did not want to take any chances 
that this woman would innocently men¬ 
tion the fact that somebody had been 
asking her questions, for that might lead 
a guilty man to suspect that a detective 
was on his track. 

So after a short pause Trim began on a 
new tack. 

j “I presume you’ve got to do a good 
deal oi work,” he said, “to keep the pot 
boiling at home.” 

“Indade I do,” she answered. “What 
with four children to care fur and me 
liusban’ dead these three years, it’s a 
sorry toime I’ve had indade.” 

! ' That’s hard luck!” 

“You spake truly, sorr. An’ I 
wouldn’t moind hard work if there was 
only enough av it. 

“Oi would do twice as much ivery day 
if there was only twice as much to do. ” 

“Y^ou could find time for other work 
then, once in a while, could you?” 

“Oh, yis, sorr; most ivery day.” 

“Well, I don’t know but 1 might want 
to employ you, not regularly but once 
in a while.’” 

“Oi should be glad to do anythin’ that 
your honor wishes. What is it an’ 
where?” 


it T> 


m I’ll te 
answered. St 



ter about that,” 





“Meantime to show that I mean to be 

. - 

straight in the matt er 1 wish you would 
let me give you this five-dollar bill as a 
kind of advance payment.” 

The saiiits be praised!” cried the 
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“if the 


woman dropping the scrubbing cloth and 
taking the bill. 

“It’s a ginerous gintleman you are in- 
tirely. Now I shall know how to pay me 
rint. ” 

“I shall be glad,” said Tri^H^|^ 
money does you any good. 

“And you mustn’t let me interrupt 

your work now. ” 

* 

“No, sorr, Oi must keep at it. ” 

1 suppose I must not step where 
you’ve scrubbed,” said Trim, “or you’ll 
have to do your work over again.” 

“Niver you rnoind that. It isn’t the 
steppin’ that troubles me, it’s the litter 
the carpenters and the locksmiths do be 
makin’. 

“It’s meself that don’t understan’ why 
a carpenter or a lock tinker can’t do his 
work at the same hours other people do 
them. 

“Now rnoind ye! If that lock tinker 
that came fixin’ over the door of Mr. 
Gardner’s room this mornin’, hed waited 
until his regular hours fer goin’ ter 
work I wouldn’t hev had to be brushin’ 
up the litter as I did.” 

“Well, he did go to work early,” Trim 
responded, delighted that he had at last 
gained just the information he wanted 
without having to beg for it. 

“He was diet early,” continued the 
woman, “that Oi didn’t see him.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Qi mane thet Oi hed just scrubbed 
that floor which was the first Oi did this 
mornin’ and thin Oi went upstairs to 
clane out Mr. Brown’s room because 1 
knowed he wus a cornin’ early to the 
buildin’ this mornin’, and whin Oi come 
down agin there was the shavins and 
the dust on the floor in 'front of Misther 
Gardner’s door; so Oi hed to do me work 
over agin there. ” 

“Then you didn’t se 
the work ?” 

“No, sorr, niver a 

As this was all tha 



n who did 


could get 


from the, scrub woman he left after a few 
more commonplace remarks and returned 
to his hotel for breakfast. 

“It may be only a coincidence, ” he re¬ 
flected, “that this man Gardner should * 
have had his lock changed this morning ; 
but if he’s the murderer he has certainly 
taken pains to prevent this key being anv 
use to me, unless I can find the original 
lock that was upon his door. 

“Sometime during the morning I must 
manage to find out who that locksmith 
was. / » 

“It doesn’t seem possible that he could 
have gone into that building and done 
his work without being seen by the jani¬ 
tor or by some of the scrub women. 

I 11 tackle that later and meantime 
I’ll find out all I can about (Gardner. ” 

For this purpose Trim went to the 
office of Hardy & Warren at nine 
o’clock. 

Both Warren and Beck were there and 
they greeted him excitedly when he en¬ 
tered. > ) j t « £ • ’•V; . ; ; 

“Mr. Carter!” exclaimed Warren, 
“there’s more yet for you to do in this 
matter. ” 

“So? What’s up?” 

“The office has been entered by burg¬ 
lars during the night!” 


CHAPTER V. 
trim’s narrow escape. 

“What do you miss?” asked Trim, 
promptly and quickly. 

“Nothing as yet. We haven’t had 
time to make an examination—we’ve 
only just got here.” 

“Did you come together?” 

“No, Beck arrived about two minutes 
ahead of me.” 

Trim turned to the clerk. 

“I can’t give you any information 
about it, Mr. Carter,” said Beck, “for 
as a matter of fact I didn't notice that 
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the office had been entered before Mr. 
Warren came in.” 

‘‘Everything is exactly as we found it, 
Mr. Carter,” said Warren, “and you can 
see for yourself what has been done while 
I make an examination of the safe.” 

Warren hastened into the private office 
where the safe stood and worked the com¬ 
bination lock. 

As soon as he had opened it he found 
that the contents of the safe were undis¬ 
turbed. 


“What led you first to think that burg¬ 
lars had entered here?” asked Trim. 

“The fact that the top of my desk was 
in confusion. 

Cetter files had been disturbed and 
various things moved about. ” 

Anything else?” 

I thought possibly that Beck had 
been looking for some correspondence 
and so said nothing about it, 

“I started to hang up my coat in that 
closet and found I couldn’t open the 


i ( 


( 4 


He hurried back into the main office I door, 
and found Trim examining a window “I.saw that the lock had been tam- 


that looked out upon the alley leading 
from Fourth Street to the court in the 

4 

rear. 

“You can see, Mr. Carter, ” explained 
Warren, “how the thing was done.” 

“Yes,” interrupted Trim, “and a 
bungling job it was. ” 

It was evident that a pane of glass had 
been cut from the window and removed 
so that the burglar could reach in his 
arm and release the window catch. 

As the window was not provided with 
burglar alarms, an entrance therefore 
after that was easy. 

Before leaving, it appeared that the 
burglar had tried to reset the pane but 
had not been able to do so without leav¬ 
ing many traces of his work. 

“That burglar,” said Trim, “should 
have taken lessons of a glazier. 

“Do you find that anything is miss¬ 
ing?” 

i don’t yet, ” replied Warren. 

“What is the condition of your desk, 
Frank ?” 

Beck was looking bis desk over. 

“It seems to be all right,” he an¬ 
swered, “although the articles on top 
have been disturbed and it looks as if 
somebody had tried to force one of the 
drawers.” 

“It’s much the same as my desk,” 
added Warren. 


pered with so that my key would not 
work. 

“Then 'I caught sight of the pane of 
glass and I realized what had occurred. y \ 

Trim glanced at the closet door and 
saw something that made his heart be^at 
faster. 

It was a very little thing, only a 
scratch upon the wood, but he thought 
he knew what it meant. 

Concealing his interest in the matter 
he remarked: 

“It looks as ii the burglar, having 
made his way into the office, reset the 
pane of glass before he went to work.” 

“Yes, that’s it,” interposed Warren, 
“and by the time he got ready to work 
he probably got frightened and went 
away for the safe hasn’t been touched.” 

“Examine your files and see if any¬ 
thing is missing. ” 

Warren did so and presently looked up 
and said: 

“Yes, there are some letters gone.” 

1 o you know what they were?” 

Warren hesitated. . 

“I think I can remember,” he an¬ 
swered. 

t * 

“I’ll ask you to remember that pres¬ 
ently. Meantime let me see the key to 
this closet.” 

Warren prompty took out his key ring 
and picked out a key which he handed to 
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the detective. The latter took it and 
tried to insert it in the lock. 

“It won’t fit,” he said. 

Both men stood near by watching him. 
Now, gentlemen,” said Trim, as he 
handed back Warren’s keys, ‘‘I’m going 
to open that closet and I want you to see 
how it’s done!” 

They drew closer and bent their heads 
to watch every movement. 

Trim quietly took from his pocket a 
folded piece of paper, undid it and picked 
out the key that had been found near 
Hardy’s dead body. 

Without a word he inserted it in the 
lock, turned it and opened the door. 

“There you are,” he said. 

Both men stared in amazement and 
Warren dropped trembling into a chair. 

Trim was quick to fol low up the ad¬ 
vantage gained by the men’s agitation. 

i don’t need to say, gentlemen,” he 
declared sternly, “that there’s something 
here that demands an explanation.” 

“I can’t explain ! I don’t understand 
it!” faltered Warren. 

“I can explain the whole thing,” re¬ 
torted Trim. 

“Under the circumstances I think you 
gentlemen will find it best now to modify 
the course you adopted yesterday and tell 
me everything that you have been con¬ 
cealing. ” 

“Mr. Carter!” exclaimed Warren as¬ 
suming a blustering manner, “you don’t 
dare to hint that there is anything that 
I need to conceal! ” 

“Hint nothing! ’ retorted Trim. “I 
imply know that you have concealed a 
good deal. 

“Now 1 don’t need to tell you the ugly 
significance that there is in finding that 
that blood-stained key fits a closet in your 
own room. 

“You two were the last persons, so far 
as known, who saw Mr. Hardy alive. 

“You were in these offices at the time 
of the murder. 


“You both held back things yesterday 
and you both deceived me on at least one 
point. 

“Now then, if you’ve got any sense left 
you’ll tell again what happened yesterday 
and this time you’ll tell the truth.” 

Beck looked pitifully at the junior 
partner, sank upon a chair and covered 
his face with his hands. 

Warren was thoroughly frightened. 

His guilty mind imagined at once that 
the detective would endeavor to force the 
crime of murder upon him and rather 
than face that trouble he preferred to 
take the risks of exposing the crooked 
dealings of his firm. 

“It's true, Mr. Carter,” he stammered, 
“that we misled you yesterday in one re¬ 
spect, but it was done from the best of 
motives. 

“And I can see now that we were mis¬ 
taken in what we did.” 

“It’s pretty late to see your mistake!” 

remarked Trim. 

- # - 

“Well, but I assure you that I’m ab¬ 
solutely innocent of the crime you’re in¬ 
vestigating and that until this moment I 
had no real suspicion as to who the 
guilty party was.” 

You have a suspicion now, then?” 

“I have.” 

“You think his name is Gardner?” 

Both men were surprised at this. 

It was beyond their power to imagine 
how Trim had learned anything about 
Gardner more than they had told him. 

Both of them were wondering anx¬ 
iously how much the detective had dis¬ 
covered. 

“The fact is,” began Warren nervous¬ 
ly, when Trim interrupted. 

< >ne moment! he fact is that that 
broken chair in the other room has some¬ 
thing to do with the murder. 

“Now then, let’s start from that. 

“How was that chair broken?” 

It’s hardly necessary to repeat the rest 
of the conversation here. 


< t 
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Both men broke down and told the de¬ 
tective all about the violent row be¬ 
tween Gardner and Hardy, the facts of 
which have beeii already set fo: th. 

At the conclusion of the story Warren 
added that he found that several letters 
from Gardner to the firm had been taken 
from his letter file during the night. 

“What was the nature of those let¬ 
ters?" asked Trim. 

“They had to do with commission 

business," Warren responded faintly. 

“What was the cause of the row be¬ 
tween those two men?" 

“It was some disagreement the)' had m 

business. ” 

“Did those missing letters refer to it?" 
“Partly." 

“Well, gentlemen," said Trim, T 
hope you see what a frightful mistake 
you made yesterday in throwing me off 

the track. 

“If you had told me about this row' f 
should have then been supplied with a 
motive for the crime. 1 wouldn’t have 

lost these hours. 

“I would have had my eyes on Gard¬ 
ner all last night; iikcK would 

have had him behind the bars by this 

time. ' * i* i 

“As it is, although I’ve reasons O! my 

own for believing your stmy, I’m not 

yet wholly convinced that Pve got it 

all. ” 

“You have, you have!” crieb Warren, 

“every word of it!” 

“Pve told all I knew too,” insisted 

Beck. ‘ 

This was a barefaced lie. Beck had 
not told how he had dropped the key 
which gave Trim his clew. 

Neither had he confessed that his caller 
during the examination of Warren wasn’t 
the Martin Jones whom he had men¬ 
tioned. Trim had to discover that error 
by investigation at a later time. 

“It’s all well enough for you to assert 
your innocence,” he declared, “but I d 


be a very poor detective if I didn’t put 
you both under arrest on suspicion ot be¬ 
ing accomplices in this crime." 

Beck and Warren stared at each other 
in helpless fear. 

“Is there anything we can do?” War¬ 
ren began. 

Trim interrupted: 

“Not a thing! Unless you’ve some 
confession to make.” 

“But we’ve told you everything." 

“We’ll see about that. I’ve kept )ou 
talking here all this time because I’ve ex¬ 
pected somebody to come from the su¬ 
perintendent’s office. 

“There are two officers at the door 
now so we won’t have any further talk 
about it. ” 

With this Trim went to the door, ad¬ 
mitted the officers and gave both Beck 
and Warren in charge. 

When they had been taken away to the 
station house Trim again turned his at¬ 
tention to the blood-stained key and the 
lock which it fitted. 

“The murderer,” he said to himself, 

* " 

“convinced that that key would be found 
and traced to the lock it belonged to, 
had the lock on his own door transferred 
to that closet in the night. 

“He had had a big row with the firm. 

“There were letters in the firm’s pos¬ 
session that would show a motive for his 
crime; he therefore tried to kill two birds 
with one stone by stealing the letters and 
transferring the lock so that suspicion 
might fall upon one of his enemies. 

“The next step then is the arrest of 
Gardner and at the same time, if possible, 
I must find the locksmith who did the 
work ; for the accusation against Gardner 
is likely to fall through unless it can be 
proved that the lock now on this closet 
• door was formerly upon the door of his 
office. ” 

These reflections passed through 
Trim’s mind as he was standing near the 






24 


NEW NICK CARTER WEEKLY. 


window in the main office, through which 
the supposed burglar had entered. 

Under the circumstances he had con¬ 
cluded to take charge of the office in the 

O 

name of the law. , 

He now prepared to lock the doors and 
continue his investigation. 

He turned to close the closet door 
which was still open when there was a 
crash in the window at his side. 

A pane of glass flew into hundreds of 
splinters and something fell upon the floor 
just beyond Trim’s feet. 

With one glance at it he leaped clear 
over Warren’s desk and then bounded on 
until he came to the further end of the 
room. 

He w r as none too soon. As he brought 
up against the further wall there w T as a 
deafening explosion and the office was 
filled with a dense smoke. 

Warren’s desk was shattered and every 
pane of glass in the room was broken and 
a great deal of furniture was damaged 
and thrown down. 

The detective himself was wholly un¬ 
injured although the force of the ex¬ 
plosion caused him to stagger. 

He instantly opened the outside door, 
locked it behind him and ran around to 
the alley that led to the court in the rear. 

It took but a glance to show that the 
bomb must have been thrown through 
from the alley itself or from a window in 
the building opposite. 

The noise had attracted the attention 
of everybody in the neighborhood and 
the street and alley were rapidly filling 
with an excited crowd. 

Trim noticed that every window in the 
building opposite was closed. 

That, however, signified nothing for 
if a bomb had been thrown from a win¬ 
dow, the man who threw it would prob¬ 
ably have closed the window quickly and 
disappeared. 

There was no necessity for the detect¬ 
ive to ask questions; that was being I 


done for him by all those who had run 
to the spot. 

He mingled with the crowd, heard 
their excited inquiries and listened in 
vain for any answer that might give him 
a clew as to the thrower of the bomb. 

Only one thing seemed to be proved by 
such replies as he heard and that was 
that nobody was in the alley at the time. 

< )ne man who claimed that he had 
been sitting upon a stoop at the end of 
the court, from which he could see 
straight through the alley to Fourth 
Street, declared that the place was en¬ 
tirely deserted, 

S ddn’t you 4ee the thing go through 
the air?” asked somebody. 

“No, I didn’t,” he replied, “I wasn't 
| watching for anything of that kind and 
the first I knew of it I heard the sound of 
broken glass and the noise of the ex¬ 
plosion came immediately afterward.” 

Or course Trim thought of Gardner 
but he was too experienced to jump to 
the conclusion that < »ardner was the one 
who had tried to kill him. 
i “It’s more likely,” he reflected, “to be 
some unknown ruffian whom lie has hired 
for the work. ” 

While he was edging his way around 
in the crowd listening to their talk, some¬ 
body caught him by the sleeve. 

Trim turned and saw an undersized 
rough-looking man who whispered 
eagerly: 

“Say, boss, you’re the detective, ain’t 
you, wat’s workin’ up the Hardy mur¬ 
der?” 

“Well, what if I am?” returned Trim. 

“I seen that bomb go crost the alley,” 
returned the man, “and it came from the 
second-story window just opposite Hardy 
& Warren’s office.” 

“You did?” 

4 Yep! and i know who t’rowed it and 
[can find him for you.” 
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CHAPTER VI. 

THE DETECTIVE SENT AWAY BY FAST 

FREIGHT. 

Trim looked the man straight in the 
eye for a moment and answered : 

“All right, go ahead !” 

The detective had had too much ex¬ 
perience in affairs of tiiis kind not to be 
suspicious of this fellow. 

“This is probably a trick, ” he re¬ 
flected, “but it looks like my best way oi 
getting a sight of the people I’m after. ” 

“This way, boss, ” whispered the 
stranger hurriedly, going before Trim 
and leading the way to the street. 

The stranger turned the corner and 
passed in front of the building across the 

alley. 

& 

He glanced in and remarked: 

“He was there a minute ago but I 

guess he’s gone on now.” 

“Well, who was he?” demanded 

Trim. 

“I’ll show ’im to you, boss, if you’ll 
come with me.” 

Trim nodded to show that he was ready 
to follow and the man went hinnt/div 
down the street toward the river. 

He didn’t go as far as the river, how¬ 
ever, but turned into a side street and 
from that time pursued a roundabout 
course. 

Trim began to tire of it, but he did 
not care to show the fellow, that he was 

suspicious of him. 

“See here!” he 8a id at last, “you’d 
better tell me where you’re going and 
then take a short cut. 

“I know Cincinnati well enough to 
know that you are not going in anywhere 
near as straight a line as you could if you 
wanted to.” 


“Why, it’s just this way, boss,” re 
sponded the fellow. 

“I’m going to where I think he can be 
found. I’m lookin’ for ’im all the 
time. ” 

Then you don’t know really w here he 
is or who he is, I suppose. ” 

m >h ! yes, I do. If we don't find ’im in 
a minute I’ll know just where he is. ” 
“Well,* when you find him bring him 
to me, ” retorted Trim. And he turned 
on his heel. 

It proved that Trim had played the 
other man’s game ust a little too long. 

He had no sooner turned than a pair of 
powerful arms were thrown over his head 
while somebody seized him with equal 
violence by the legs. 

It must not be supposed that the detect¬ 
ive had not expected something of this 
kind. 

■ 

In tact, in walking deliberately into a 
trap, lie had done so with the utmost confi¬ 
dence that he would beat his adversaries 
and learn all that he needed to know 
about them through their own actions. 

It had not been a part of his pro¬ 
gramme, however, to be overcome by 
them. 

Now, struggle as he would, there was 
no help tor it; they had him entirely at 
disadvantage in the way they took him. 
and they outnumbered him more than 
two to one. 

How many there were he could not at 
that time tell; for a cloth was thrown 
over his head which prevented him from 
seeing and in a remarkablv short time 
prevented him irom realizing anything. 

The cloth was saturated with etheY. 

This ai;air, taking place in broad day¬ 
light, could not have been accomplished 
if it had not been done with marvelous 
quickness and in a neighborhood where 
few people were stirring. 

As he began to feel the effects of the 
ether Trim ceased his struggling and 
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allowed the men to carry him without 
trouble. 

Even as he was dropping off to sleep 
he reasoned that the sooner he seemed to 
be under the influence of ether the 
sooner they would stop giving it to him ; 
and the sooner, therefore, he would wake 
from it. 

So it happened that he recovered con¬ 
sciousness before the men had set him 
down. 

He could not be sure how far it was 
that they had carried him; but it after¬ 
ward proved that it was but a few rods. 

Trim’s first sensation after waking 
was that of being pushed as if he were a 
box upon a platform evidently nearly as 
high from the ground as the men’s heads 
who carried him. 

Thinking that it would be to his ad¬ 
vantage to feign complete unconscious¬ 
ness he lay perfectly still. 

He opened his eyes just in time to see a 
sliding door close in front of him ; that 
shut out all light. 

There was a sound of a key turned in a 
lock ; then retreating footsteps; and after 
that for a few minutes all that the detect¬ 
ive could hear was the puffing of loco¬ 
motives and the noise of roiling cars. 

He rose to his feet and felt about him. 
At first he staggered a little because he 
was still suffering from the effects of 
ether. 

Clutching at the wall for support he 
made his way completely around his 
prison chamber. He reflected a moment 
and said to himself. 

“I’m in a freight car. ” 

Hardly had he come to this conclusion 
before a violent jolt nearly threw him off 
his feet. 

Immediately afterward he realized that 
the car was in motion. 

It did not take very much reasoning on 
his part for him to come to an entirely 
correct conclusion as to the situation. 

The scoundrels had planned to destroy 


him by the bomb and had carefully pre¬ 
pared another device for getting rid of 
him in case the bomb should fail to do 
its work. 

This was simply to take him to the vi¬ 
cinity of a railroad freight station, over¬ 
come him and put him into an empty 
car fastened to a fast express that was 
about to depart for some distant part of 
the Country, and leave him there. 

^‘1 can see,” he reflected, “that their 
principal aim is to gain time. Of course 
they would like to get me out of the way 
forever; but when the bomb failed to 
effect that the most they dared to attempt 
in daylight was abduction. 

•; u 1Phe probability is that by this time 
all the scoundrels are gathered together 
consulting as to what they had better do 
next; and they presume that I’ll be ab- 
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sent for at least a day. 

“Perhaps they won’t reckon that I’ll 
be gone as long as that. And I guess 1 
won’t. ” 

Being now in full possession of his 
senses he shook both doors of the car and 
exerted all his strength to open them. 

He could not make them budge. 

He searched the car over for something 
to pry with but found nothing. 

Meantime the train had attained such 
speed that if he had succeeded in forcing 
the door open he would not have ventured 
| to leap out. 

“Well,” he reflected, “they have left 
me my revolver and I II see what that'll 
I do for me. ” 

He drew his weapon from his pocket 
land stationed himself in the middle of the 
car; then he waited patiently many min- 
1 utes, until at last something happened, 

I that he knew must occur some time dur¬ 
ing the day. 

It was simply the walking of a brake- 
man across the top of the car. 

Trim could easily distinguish the 

man’s footsteps above the roar of the 

. ■■ ' 

i train. 













NEW NICK CARTER WEEKLY. 


2T 


Just as soon as the footsteps had passed 
over his head Triin raised his revolver 

and fired. 

If he had feared that the sound of the 
weapon could not be heard outside he 
was immediately relieved by hearing the 
footsteps hasten as the braketnan jumped 
in alarm to the car next behind. 


“Why/* said one of them in surprise, 
“there’s a padlock on the door!” 

This was unusual for freight-car doors 
are usually made fast with a hasp. And 
if they are sealed it is with a light wire. 

Trim called to the men again for he 

% 

realized that they must be somewhat 
alarmed: 


Trim immediately fired again and 
again, each time sending a bullet through 
the roof straight up into the air. 

“If that don’t make the train hands set 
up,” he reflected grimly, “I don’t know 
what will* ” 

It did make them sit up. It caused an 
excited conversation between the brake- 
man, who had heard the shots, and the 
conductor, and as a result of it the engi¬ 
neer was signaled to stop the train. 

Trim heard the grinding oi the brakes 
against the wheels as the train slowed up, 
with a great deal of satisfaction. As soon 
as it had come to a dead stop he fired his 
revolver again in order that there might 
be no mistake about the fact that some¬ 
body was in the empty car. 

Presently he heard cautious footsteps 
on top of the car next behind him and a 

voice cried: 

“Hello there!” 

“Hello yourself!” shouted Trim at 

the top of his voice. 

The man who had shouted to him then 

asked a rather senseless question: 

“What are you doing there?” 

“I'm waiting to be let out,” howled 

Trim. 

After a slight pause the conductor 

shouted: 

“What did you get into that car for?” 
“I didn’t get in,” Trim bawled, “I 

was put iu. 

* “I don’t want to hurt anybody; I fired 
my revolver to attract attention.” 

40 

After this the train hands consulted 
again and then got down and came to the 
side of the car. 
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“If you think I’m a lunatic,” he said, 
I don’t blame you; but you’re mis¬ 
taken ; I shan't hurt anybody, 

“Get an axe or a sledge hammer and 
bust the padlock.” 

The conductor, amazed more than 
ever, sent one of the men to the caboose 
for both oi the implements Trim men¬ 
tioned. 

In a few minutes some well-directed 
blows shattered the padlock, and then 
Trim himself shoved the door open. 

As he did so all the train hands jumped 
back, except one who leveled a revolver 
at him. 

Trim thiew up both hands and 
laughed. 

k 'I surrender,” he said, “and the 
quicker you let me get out of this the 
quicker your train can go on.” 

The conductor saw that he was perfect¬ 
ly sane and that he meant no harm and 

4 # 

therefore ordered the man with the re¬ 
volver to put it up. 

The detective then jumped down and 
briefly explained the situation. 

“The rascals reckoned mighty well,” 
said the conductor, “for this is the only 
empty car on the train; and if you hadn’t 
fired your revolver, and so attracted at¬ 
tention, you would have been a hundred 
miles from Cincinnati before the train 
would have stopped. And I don*t know 
when the car would have been opened for 
our orders are to deliver it to another 
road, and where it will go then, I don’t 
know.” 

“How far am 1 from Cincinnati?” 
Trim asked. w ft 

The question was almost needless for 
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he could see the outskirts of the city by 
looking up the track. 

k If you want to go back in a hurry,” 
said the conductor, 44 go up the track for 
a quarter of a mile where you’ll find a 
way station at which a passenger train 
will stop in about ten minutes.” 

Trim thanked him and hurried on. 


CHAPTER VII. 


THE BIGGEST SURPRISE OF TRIM’S LIFE. 


Within a quarter of an hour from the 
time when Trim was bundled into the 
freight car he was upon Central Avenue, 
hurrying toward Gardner’s office. 

Of course he had completely changed 
his disguise. 

On his way he had to pass the office of 
Hardy & Warren. 

A crowd of curious persons still hung 
around there watching the eifect of the 
bomb and wondering about it. 

Policemen were on guard in abun¬ 
dance and Trim did not feel it necessary 
to stop and ask for any information. 

“If those fellows,” he throught, “are 
not at Gardner’s I’ll set the whole police 
force in scouring the city in search of 
them. 

I’ve seen one of them ; and the man 
Gardner is another, or at least he’s back 
of it.” 

Arrived at Gardner’s office the detective 
found that a small boy was in charge. 
Trim was pleased that the ofuce was not 
shut up. 

“Is Mr. Gardner in?” he asked. 

“No.” 

“Be in soon ?” 


< t 
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H guess so. 

“Has he been in this morning?” 
Yep. 


: < 
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“Then I’ll wait for him.” 

Trim sat down, unfolded a newspaper 
and pretended to read. 

He saw that the boy was eying him 
narrowly. 


“Say, mister,” the youngster said after 
a moment. 

“Well.” 

“If you tell me your business perhaps 
1 can find Mr. Gardner for you.” 

44 All right,” Trim returned. “Tell 
him that it's a friend o i Frank Beck’s.” 

This was an inspiration. 

The idea came to Trim like a flash as 
he recalled how carefully Beck had been 
not to give any evidence that might im¬ 
plicate < Gardner. 

“Those two men are friends,” he 
thought. 

4 4 Under the circumstances a message 
from Beck may mean a good deal to 
Gardner and he may want to know what 
it is.” * '' T 

The boy left the office and had not been 
gone two minutes before the door opened 
and four men came in. 

One of them Trim recognized. 

It was the tough customer who had de¬ 
coyed him to the freight yard. 

“Did you want to see Mr. Gardner?” 
askecf another of the men. 

44 Yes. Is that vour name?” 

44 It is. What does Beck want?” 

“I reckon,” Trim responded, “that he 
wants you arrested for the murder of 
John Hardy.” 

With this he whipped out his revolver 
and covered the group with it. 

It is needless to say that they were ter¬ 
ribly startled, and but for the detective’s 
promptness in resorting to his weapon 
there would have been a light or a break 
for liberty. 

As it was they stood perfectly still for 
an instant while Trim was rapidly de¬ 
bating how best he could make them all 
prisoners. 

Before they had recovered from their 
shock, the office boy returned ; seeing the 
situation he was about to run away in 
terror when Trim called to him. 

“Come back here, young fellow,” he 
said. 
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The boy obeyed. 

Trim took his supply of handcuffs 
from his pocket and dropped them on the 

floor. 

“One at a time now, my son, fix every 
man • and you fellows understand that the 
first man who stirs will get carried out of 

here on a stretcher.” 

The handcuffing process was quickly 
accomplished and before it was done 
Gardner broke down. 

“1 suppose you’re the detective em¬ 
ployed on the Hardy case,” he said. 

. “And I suppose, ” returned Trim grim- 
lv “that you’re the man who tried to 
kill me with a bomb.” 

“Thank Heaven, I didn’t succeed,” 

Gardner responded. 

“And I wish I hadn’t been crazy 
enough to try, for I’m entirely innocent 
of the murder of John Hardy.” 

“You can tell that to a jury,” was 
Trim’s response. 

The other men kept their mouths shut. 

As it proved later, they were profes¬ 
sional criminals who had been hired by 
Gardner to protect him when he con¬ 
ceived a desperate plan of avoiding the 
suspicions of a detective. 

They realized their situation sufficient¬ 
ly to say nothing that might be used 
against them in the future: accordingly 
Trim marched his prisoners to the near¬ 
est police station without difficulty, al¬ 
though the affair attracted immense at¬ 
tention in the street. 

He himself answerer 1 1 *> > T l! 1 

about it; but the police were not so si¬ 
lent ; they felt so pleased at the detective’s 
success that they gave out information 

regarding it to everybody. 

i ne ot the results of this was that with¬ 
in an hour extra editions of the evening 
papers were being sold upon the streets, 
in which it was announced in big type 
that the murderer of John -Hardy had 
been captured. 

Trim, after attending to the detail 
that always accompany such matters, as 
for example, the making of a formal 
statement about what he had done, to the 
superintendent of police, returned to the 
office of Hardy & Warren to finish up 
his work, by making an examination of 
the bomb, or what was left of it, that 
had been thrown at him. 


u 
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The evening papers had been upon the 
street for about an hour before he arrived 
at Hardy & Warren’s office. 

Shortly after he entered a policeman 
came in to say that there was a man who 
wanted to see him. 

Who is he?” asked Trim. 

He doesn’t give his name but he says 
lie has got information about the murder 
that he thinks you ought to have.” 

“Well,” said Trim, “the more evi¬ 
dence the better, 1 suppose. Let him 
come in. ’ ’ 

The policeman went out and returned 
in a moment with a man, who from his 
general appearance and manners could 
not be mistaken for anything but a 
farmer. 

His face was pale and haggard. 

“Well, sir,” said Trim, “what can I 
do ior you or you for me?” v > * 

The man looked over his shoulder to 
see that the policeman had left the room. 

“Can I sit down?” he asked. 

“Certainly,” Trim replied. 

The man accordingly drew up a chair 
at the corner of a desk and Trim took a 

chair in front of it 

14 My name,” said the stranger, 

Jonathan Dexter. 

“I’ve got a farm out here in 1 tamilton 
County. 

“I’ve been trading with Hardy & War¬ 
ren since they’ve went into their infernal 
swindling business.” 

“Then I suppose,” said Trim, “you 
were one of the unfortunate men who 
were bitten by them.” 

“Bitten !” repeated Dexter with a sav¬ 
age oath. 

“I should think I was, sir. Pve i*een 
completely ruined. 

“My little property is all gone. 

44 All my hopes in life are gone; and 
yesterday I had only one thing to live 
for! ’ ’ 

What was that?” asked Trim who 
was greatly struck by the man’s earnest¬ 
ness. 

Dexter’s voice shook slightly as he 
spoke, but his words came slowly and 
with evident determination to have his 
say completely out. 

“I'll tell you in a minute, Mr. Carter, 

! I believe that's your name,” he said. 
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“But I want to begin by saying to you 
that you’ve got the wrong man.” 

“What do you mean by that?” 

“I mean that Bert Gardner didn’t 
murder Jack Hardy, and I can prove it.” 

“Well,” said Trim, “that’s important. 
If I’ve made a mistake I should be only 
too glad to find where I’m wrong. ” 

“I don’t believe it’s any fault of 
yours,” returned Dexter. "'They say 
you’re a clever young man and a square 
man; and although I’ve got a terrible 
load of sin on my soul, I’m a square man 
too. Now you listen : 

] had just one thing to live cor yes¬ 
terday, and that was revenge. I got it. 
When I had got done with it, I didn't 
care what happened; but to-day l find 
there’s one more thing to live for and 1 
want to see that that’s got too. 

"That tiling is justice, Mr. Carter.” 

“Justice?for whom?” asked Trim cau¬ 
tiously. 

“ Justice for an innocent man, sir. 

“Bert Gardner, so far as 1 know any¬ 
thing about his business, deserves life 
imprisonment for his hand in these 
swindling operations; but he’s not the 
murderer. 


“I don’t think you want to see him 
hung for a crime that he didn’t commit. ” 
Certainly not.” 

“Well, then, Mr. Carter, you must 
know that I got my revenge yesterday 
when 1 crept in on Jack Hardy in that 
room yonder through the outside door 
and cut his throat as I would stick a pig! 

“Don’t stop me yet! I’ve seen by the 
evening papers, and I’ve heard talk on 
the street how you’ve got evidence 
against Bert Gaidner that will convict. 

T can’t stand .that, sir. 

“I was mad with disap]>ointment and 
grief at the way these scoundrels ruined 
me; and I killed Jack Hardy; but I’m 
sane to-day. I look back coolly at that 
to-day and no matter what happens to 
me ’twas a just deed, for Jack Hardy de¬ 
served it. 


“The one thing 1 ve got to live for is 
to see that Gardner is not punished for 
that crime. 


“Do you believe me, Mr. Carter? u 
“Yes,” said Trim in a low voice, ‘ i 
do. I’m sorry for you- 
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“Save your sorrow, Mr. Carter, it’s all 
right if you believe me. ” 

With a quick movement Dexter drew 
a revolver from his pocket, pressed the 
muzzle against his breast, and fired. 

Trim leaped from his chair the mo¬ 
ment he saw what was about to be done 
and seized Dexter by the arm. 

He was too late to prevent the ball 
from taking effect; but he did cause it to 
take a course that was not immediately 
fatal. 

“You poor madman, ” exclaimed Trim, 
“you don’t realize that in killing your¬ 
self you prevent your testimony in behalf 
of Gardner from being of the greatest 
value.” 

The detective then did everything that 
could possibly be done to save Dexter’s 
life. 

He succeeded so far that the man did 
not die until he had been taken to a hos¬ 
pital where he made an ante-mortem 
statement that completely cleared Gard¬ 
ner from the charge of murder. 

This tragic event helped greatly to 
clear up many doubtful points in the 
case; and it showed Trim among other 
things how he had been following a 
bogus clew from the beginning. 

It mad£ him also determine in the in¬ 
terests of justice to make some further 
investigation iuto the swindling schemes 
operated by Hardy & Warren. 

Of course Gardner, although the 
charge of murder was withdrawn against 
him, was held for his attempt upon the 
detective’s life and his accomplices were 
held also. 

As there was no charge against Warren 
and Beck* that could be sustained at that 
time, they were released : and Trim let 
it be understood that he was done with 


them. 

To use one of his favorite expressions, 
however, he felt that they “would besr 
watching.” 

The results of his watching have been 
recorded in “Trim’s Secret Mission; or, 
A Green Countryman in Town,” No. 18 
New Nick Carter Library. 


[the end.] 
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trated, and are marvels of excellence. These books have never 
before been offered at such a low figure. The price, 10 cento each 
ncludes postage. 


WRESTLING. 

History tells us that wrestling was the first form of athletic 
pastime. Without doubt, it gives strength and firmness, combined 
with quickness and pliability, to the limbs, vigor to the body, 
coolness and discrimination to the head and elasticity to the tem¬ 
per, the whole forming an energetic combination of the greatest 
power to be found in man. The book is entitled Pkofkssob 
Mijldoon’s Wrestling. It is fhlly illustrated, and will be sent 
postpaid on receipt of ten cents. Address 

MANUAL LIBRARY, 25 Rose street. New York. 


USEFUL AND INSTRUCTIVE INFORMATION. 

Album Writer’s Assistant. Boys’ Own Book of Boats. 

Short Hand for Everybody. The Book of Knowledge. 

How to Ho Busine**. Everyday t ook Book. 

Amateur’s Manual of Photography. The Taxidermist Manual. 
Mills’ Universal Letter-Writer. Good Housekeeping. 

' GAJl RS ANJ> SPORTS. 

The Hanter and Angler. The International Cricket Guide. 

The Complete Angler. Amateur and Professional Oarsman’s 
Biding and Driving. Manual. 

Poe’s Foot-Bali. Complete Training Guide for Amateur 

Campbell’s Lawn Tennis. Uunn’s Fencing Instructor. 

The Complete Checker Player. Capt. Webb’s Swimming 

Backgammon and Bagatelle. Instructor. 

Out Door Sports. Aquatic Guide; or, Yachting and 

The Young Gymnast. Sailing. 

FORTUNE-TELLING. 
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ZoU’i Dream Book. 


TRICKS. 

Herman’s Black Art. Heller’s Hand Book of Magic. 

The Way to Do Magic. Herr man’s Tricks with Cards* 
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1 fie Peerless Reciter. Select Recitations and Readings. 
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AMATEUR PHOTOGRAPHY. 
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machine to handle, and that the work is dirty and disagreeable. All 
this is a mistake. Photography is a clean, Hght, and pleasant ac¬ 
complishment, within the reach of all. The camera will prove 2 . 
friend, reporter, and helper. With a very Inexpensive camera any 
boy or girl can now learn not only to take good pictures, but pictures 
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complete guide to this fascinating art, entitled amatkvr Manual 
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MANUAL LIBRARY', 25 Rose street, New York. 


TRICKS WITH CARDS. 

Among the various branches of the conjurer's art none will 
better repay the labor of the student than the magic of cards. What 
appears mystifying is very simple when oue knows how. In the 
book entitled Herrman’s Tricks with Cards, will be found com¬ 
plete information as to the manipulation of a pack of cards to per¬ 
form numerous tricks, general principles of sleight-of-hand, with or 
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184—Who Answered the Personal! 


186—Ida, The Woman Detective. 

186— The Passenger in the Lower Berth. 

187— One Against Twenty-One. 

188— Discharged from Custody. 

189— The Tramp’s Password. 

190— A Crime by Telephone. 

191— The Doctor’s Dangerous Experiment. 

192— The Hole in the Bank. 

193— The Cipher Letter. 

194— 8aved from the Flames. 

195— The Mystery of the Yellow Cab, 

196— The Man with the Big Head. 

1D7—Run Down in Toronto. 

198— The Wizard of the < ue. 

199— A Swindler in Petticoats. 

200— Nick Carter’s Quick Work. 

201— Blackmailed for Thousands. 

202— A Million Dollar Check. 

293— Nick Carter’s Name at Stake. 

204 — Nick Carter in Philadelphia, 

205— A Coufession by Mistake. 

206— Old Thunderbolt Locomotive. 

207 — Nick Carter’s Double Header. 

208— Nick Carter Before the Mast. 

209— The Tyburn T. 

210— A Man with Four Identities. 

211 — From Hotel to Prison Cell. 

212— Nick Carter’s Double Game. 

213— ’Mid Flying Bullets. 

214— Nick Carter in Boston. 

21 f—Worse than Murder. 

216 — Brock well, the Counterfeiter* 

217— Nick Carter ou the Wheel. 

218— Patsy’s Clever Capture, 

gig_CJiitsck 777* 

220— Patsy and the Mountain Outlaw. 

221— 1 Three Thousand Miles by Freight. 

222 — Patsey Among the Nihilists. 

223— The Tnirteeus’ Oath of Vengeance. 

224— Patsy’s Fight with the Professor. 

225— The Fate of Doctor Quartz. 

226— Patsy in Russia. 

227— Package “17A.” 

228— Patsy in England. 

229— Nick Carter’s Greatest Peril 

230— Patsy at Home Again. 

231— The Great Detective Defied. 

232— Patsy in the William Street Den. 

233— Patsy on the Terry Murder Case. 

234— The iJttlo Giant’s Task. 

235— Patsy and the Diamond Mystery. 

236— Brought to Bay at Last. 

237— Patsy Breaks the Record. 

238— Nick Carter’s Celebrated Case. 

239— Patsy’s String of Fish. 

240 — The Little Giant ou Deck. 

241— Patsy Under Arrest. 

242 — Young Hercules, Nick Carter's Assistant 

243— Patsy in Paris. 

244— Nick Carter in San Francisco. 

245— Patsy Before the Alamo. 

246— Nick Carter iu Chicago. 

247— Patsy at Thompson Ranch. 

248— Nick Carter’s Mysterious Case. 

249— Patsy’a Strangest Case. 

250— Mad Madge, the Queen of Crook®. 

251 — Patsy at Cripple Creek. 

252 — A Dead Man’s Grip. 

253— Patsy's Bag of Game. 

254— Nick Carter in Kansas City. 

255— Patsy’s Millionaire Partner. 

266— Mysterious Mail Bag Robbery. 

257—Patsy and the Suburban Mystery- 

268— Voting Hercules in Mexico City. 

259 — Patsy’s Journey to Boston. 

260 — Ninety Miles an Hour. 

261 — Pntsv in Baltimore. 

262— Nick' Carter in St. Ig>uis. 

263— Patsy in St. Louis, 

264 — Nick Carter in Baltimore. 

265— Patsy at the Sea Shore. 

266— Nick Carter in New Orleanfi. 

267 — Patsy in a Canter. 

26H—Three Times Dead. 

269— Patsy’s Queer Advice. 

270— The Great Jew ? el Robbery. 

271— Patsy in Chicago. 

272— The Fourfold Murder. 

273— Patsy’s Supposed Failure. 

274— The Letters on the Floor. 

275— Patsy and the Double Shuffle Clflf 

276— Nick Carter Ou H is Mettle. 

277— Patsy in Philadelphia. 

278— Nick Carter in Jeopardy. 

279— Patsv’s Long Disappearance. 

280— The Gold Brick S windlers. _ ^ ^ 

281— Patsy’s Live Wire and the Way it Worked 

with a Visitor. 

282 — Nick Carter on the Bowery. 


Any of the above list of Nick Cabtkb stories will be sent by mall, postpaid, on receipt ot price ('fi ve centsuby 'the publish era, 

STREET & SMITH. New Yorii 
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THE 

LEADERS 

% 

new nick Carter 

Uleekly 

5 Cents. 

The best detective 

stories will be found in 
this publication. 

Cip Cop Uloekly 

5 Cents. 

Stories of school, fun, 
college, travel and ad¬ 
venture* 

Red, ttlbite and Blue 

5 Cents. 

Army and Navy war 
stories of bravery of boy 
heroes who wore the 
blue and the gray. 

Diamond Dick, 3r. 

5 Cents. 

Contains stories of the 
most f ascinating W estbm 
romance* 

the Old £od Cabin 

lO Cents. 

The celebrated Gen¬ 
tleman Joe's stories are 
published in this weekly* 

These publications are 32 pages, and bound in handsome illuminated covers. 





NEW NICK CARTER WEEKLY. 



S— Trim's Troublesome Tiger; or, How His 
Prisoner Escaped the Gallows. By the 
author of “Nick Carter.” 
ft— Trim in Cape Town; or, The Man with ;i 
Strange Limp. By the author of “Nick 


to 


11 - 


Carter.” idaAgL 

Trim in the TflfftTnond Fields of Kimberly 
Bv the author of k *Nick Carter.” 

Trim in the Wilds; or, Hunting a Criminal 
on tli Hark irtinent. By the author ot 
“Nick Carter. 


12— Trim Changes' Cars; or. Taking Big Chances 

for a Quick Capture. By the author of 
“Nick Carter. ’’ 

13— Trim in the Main Shaft; or, Hunting Crimi¬ 

nals a Thousand Feet Underground. By 
the author of "Nick Carter.” 


14— Trim Shoots the Gram ('lime; or, A Surprfs 

Party on Board the Falcon. By the author 
of “Nick Carter. ” « . j| 

15— Trim’s Round-up in Detroit; or, a Long 

Chase Ended in a Hurry. By the author ot 
“Nick Carter.” 

Iti—Trim’s String of Clews; All tied by the Same 
Knot. By the author of “Nick Carter.” 

17— Trim in Oiiiciimaii; or. Following a Bogus 

Case. Bv the author of “Nick Carter.” 

18— Trim’s Secret Mission; or, A Green Country¬ 

man in Town. By the author of “Nick 
Carter. ” 

19— Trim’s Cold Bath; or, Trapping a Criminal in 

the Bay. By the author of “Nick Carter.* 1 



STREET & SMITH, Publishers, New York.m 


FOR SALE BV ALL NEWSDEALERS 



















